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4 Dear is his Memory to us, and long, — 
Long, ſhall his Attributes be known in Song.“ 
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6.23 
| 7 may be naturally expected that T ſhould give ſome 
1 Account of the Life and Talents of him, whom I 


have heid up as one, whoſe Memory ought to be perpe- 
tualed by his Fellou- Citizens — 3 


: THOMAS CHATTERTON, was born in the 

City of Briſtol, the 22d of November, 1752; his Ta- 
ther was Sexton of Redchff Church, and Maſter of a 
Free School; young Chatitertcn received his Education 
at Colſton's Blue-Coat School, where nothing more is 
iaught tan Reading, Writing, and Accounts, Af 
the Age of Fourteen. he was arlicled Clerk to an At- 
torney, with whom he continued till April 1790, 
when he went to London, where having wrote ſome- 
thing in Praiſe of the Lord Mayor, ( Beckford) he had 
the Honeur of being introduced to his Lordſhip : 
From this Period to the 2 2d of Auguſt following, (when 
he died) he wrote Pieces in ſeveral Magazines, parti- 
culariy The Town and Country, and Goſpel Magazines, 
Political Regiſter, Sc. moſt of which have been col- 
lected in a Publication, intitled Chatterton's Miſcel- 
lanies, and the Poems intitled Rowley's, are alſo ge- 
nerally, and I think juſtly, believed to have been his; 
Din all theſe Productions he diſplayed a Genius for 
Poetry and Engliſh Antiquities really wonderful, when 
we conſider his confined Education and extreme Youth, |. 
(not being Eigbteen when he died!) Mr, Warton, in 

his excellent Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry, declares him 
to have been a © Prodigy of Genius,” and gives it 
as his Opinion, that had he arrived to Years of Ma- 
turity, he would have been the Firſt of Engliſh Poets, 


Mr. Knox, Eſſays Moral and Literary, Vol. 2, 
No. 144, healing of Chatterton ſayßs, We have 
many Inſtances of poetical Eminence at an 


carly 


( vi 
early Age; but neither 1 Milton, nor Pope, 
ever produced any Worn while they were Boys, 


which can juſtly 'be een chew fo the Poems of 
ä — my 


And thic juftly celebrated Mr. Hayley, in the fourth 
Fife of his Eſſay on Epic Poetry, beflows the highi- 
eſt Encomiums on our Poet's Genius, and paints his 
hard Fate in the moſt lively and affefting Colours.— 
I have ſelected theſe” Authorities from among many 
03bers of the moſt diſtinguifhed Writers of the preſent 
Times, to fhew that the Opinion I bave formed of 
Chatterton, is not ſo fingular and unwarrantable, as 

have been pleaſed to confider it, and as ſome Abo- 
ogy, (if it requires any) for having endeavoured to 
-make his Memory as dear to his Fellow-Citizens, as it 
"has long been to Others, This humble Attempt, I am 
proud to ſay, has-met with the Approbation 11 the moſt 
WOoRTHY AND RESPECTABLE CHARACTERS zn this 
City and I have only to lament the Want of Fortune 
and Abilities, to execute a Taſk, which, had it fallen 
into belter Hands, would have done Honor not to 
:Chatterton alone, but to Genius in general, and the Ci ty 
97 Briſtol in particular, 


Queen Square, Briſtol, 
Vo. go, 1784. 
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SON a, Miss pes — 


OME, oh 1" Cone Je ray Per 4 

| | Hither bring each native Grace: 
To our Poet's Shrine repair, 

Well your Smiles become the Place. 

Who will dare thoſe Rites deſpiſe, 

Beauty * to- N 2 


Da Caro; 
Ah! let no envious « Breath ha Kona. 
To blaſt ine F ame by crown d. a 
i | Da Card, 


QUARTETTo0y VIOLIN, een &. 


GLEr, Three Voices, Melt, BL ANCHARB, 
WokpsWorTH, and Russ ELT. | 


„ ELESS of Wealth, and priz'd by _ 
The Poet pals'd his Days, | 
No Eaſe, no Hao dine ſs he knew, 

And ſeldom met with Praiſe. 


The buſy Throngy the feſtive Night, 
Ide Love inſpiring Fair, 
Cou'd 


Tou- ot tom Delight, 


Unleſs the Muſe was there. 


But now-his worth by all confeſs'd 
Sweet Muſic ſhall proclaim, 

And try each Mealure that ſuits beſt 
To celebrate his Name. 


The buſy Throng, the feſtive Night, 
The Love inſpiring Fair, 


Shall now to All afford Delight 
Becauſe the Mule 1 is here. 


' Ono Concer To, Mr. AsRIET. 


PO" I * 1 * "A 


Oven TURE... 
SoNG, Mr. WorDsWoRTH. . 


WEET Bard! ho did'ſt my Song inſpire, | 
For whom I ſtrung my penſive Lyre, 


8 liſten to the Votive ſtrain 
Or I ſhall breathe theſe Notes in vain! 


Were'er thy Spirit loves to glide, 
Oer Redcliff's Tower, or Avon's Tide, 
Or on che bleſt Elyſian Plains, 
Where Harmony for ever reigns. 


O that thou would'ſt but condeſcend 
From thy exalted State to bend, 
And lend awhile a liſt'ning Ear 
W ule we commemorate thee here. 


* 
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Drive from this conſecrated Ground 
Folly and I gnorance profound, 
Nor Comus, nor his midnight train 


Shall dare thy hallow'd Shrine prophane. 


But to the few, the gen'rous few 

Whoſe Hearts wou'd pay the Tribute due, 
Vouchſafe one kind approving ſmile 

Thou boaſt thou wonder of our Iſle ! 


Andwhile I toil thy name to raiſe” 

- And give (what Poet can) my Praiſe, 
Let me thy Influence receive a 
And grant my Verſe wich thine to lire! 


CoxnczRTo Vior ix, Mr. Books, Junr. 


Dur, Miſs W RIGHT and 'Mr. 2 
| | CHARD. - * 


WEET are the Vi'let and the Roſe, itt 
Or Primroſe from the Thora, 
From honied Bees, what Sweetneſs flows! 
How ſweet the Breath of Morn' ! 


Sweet are the Nightingale s ſoft Notes, 
Which Love and Joy inſpire; 

But ſweeter far, warm Fancy votes, 
Our Poet's melting Lyre, 


Sweet is the Evening Moonlight Walk, 
By Contemplation led, 

How ſweet with her we Love, to on, 
How ſweet the Trilles aid! 


*. 
* 
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But i to gratify: Mankind; N 
Thoſe Sweets ſhow'd all conſpire 3 p27 9 

Then ſweeter far, we ftill ſhou'd find, ; 
Our Pact's melting Eyre.” 


Furr Pitce. 
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The 5 0 D E | 
in Honor of CHATTERTON, 
-To be Poken by Mr, Bzonzox. 
. hold up bright Examples to Mankind, 
And give * Muſtrious Dead their Due, 
ended the World ve find LS 
This revefentiat Homage"grew : | 7 
For this in Rome, (triumphant o'er her F ves) 
* ſculptur q Arch ad the proud Cokümn wy 


For this, near Avon 8  filver Stream, 5 
Fir'd by: thè Mule's ge rous Flite,” 1 
A Garrick caught the pleaſing Thenle!, | 
And warbled fortli his Sha@kefptarec's N ame; 
There while o'er Fancy's' Field füblime be trod, 
He rais'd the Poet 10 a Demi- God! 


For this our Monarch good and great, 
Lov'd.Ruler'of this happy Ifle, 

Patron of Arts and Seine. lte e 

. Bade Harmony's ſweet Goddeſs ſmile : 


5 


New 


(#) 
ſtrung her Ly re each frozen Heart to warm, 
And Handel from che _ had 1 the . r to 


charm! 


* Say—will not Briſtol then the Path f MEET 
A Path which &en her Xing hath deiga'd to 
tread! 
Will She not give the Wreath to Genius due, - . 
Nor pay ſome little Tribute to the Dead? 


She muſt—ſhe will, —I ſee the kindling Flame 
Rais'd by the ſacred Fire from Beauty's Eyes; 
Let us not pauſe to aſk whence firſt it came, 
But ſed the virtuous we e er it dies! 


For thee, as Boy! doom A i in thy Life to bear 
The Pangs of Penury. Neglect, and Care! 
Who fell-unnotic'd fell in Youth's full Bloom, 
Ere' yet mature, a Victim to the Tomb; | 

For thee, each Chord we touch, each Voice we raiſe, 
And give thee (now, 'tis all we can) our Praiſe ! 


Strike the 3 the Trumpet ſound, 
Wake to joy each ſilent String, 
Let the vaulted Roof rebound, 
While th' immortal Bard we ſing: 
While we proclaim our darling Son, 
Our Pride, our Glory, —-CHATTERTON! 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Strike the Lyre, the Trumpet ſound, 
Wake to joy each ſilent String, 
Let the vaulted Roof rebound, 


While th' immortal Bard we ling : 
While 
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- While we proclaim our darling Son, 
Our Pride, our Clory - Cnaxrzxron! * 


C3-45 


O could I catch fome Portion of his Fire, 
Dead tho? he is,—ſiill ſhould his Memory live; 
Hear me great Sbade, an infant Muſe inſpire, 
And deign this humble Offering to receive: 


And you ye ſainted Sages, Bards divine, 


Look down and bleſs the N ight, and conſecrate the 
= Line! 


Free Miſs Twist. 
Sainted Sages, Bards divine! 
You whom Genius gave to ſhine, 


In our Poet's Cauſe unite, 


Look auſpicious on the N ight. 


5 Rancour, Jealouſy, and Pride, 
| And ev'ry Care be caſt aſide, 
©, Love and Joy, and young Delight, 
Shall reign, —fhall reign this happy Night. 


Oh! he was more than Poetry can lan 
Or Muſic's belt exerted Powers expreſ! 

His was no laboured Line, no Couplet quaint, 
For Nature cloath'd him in her ſimple Dreis. 


Fam'd Oxon's learned Walls he never knew, 
Where Genius meets the potent aids of Art, 

Nor yet from -Cam's great Fountain, that he drew 
Thoſe ſtrains which ſoften and ſubdue the Heart. 


No ſhe who Taught to ſing the Woodlark wild, 
From the fame Gamut taught her favorite Child! 


Al, 


% 
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Arn, Miſs WRIGEHTr. 


O Woaft me ye Breezes to cool arching Groves, 

Scenes the Muſes delight in and Poetry loves, 

Where ſtretch'd on che Graſs, near our Avon's 
ſmooth Tide, 


I may mourn the ſweet Swan, that juſt warbled and 
dy'd. | 


The Nymphs and the Shepherds ſhall thither repair; 

For their innocent Sports to the Poet were dear, 

With their Crooks and gay Chaplets a Monument 
raiſe, 


And tune the ſhrill Pipe to their CruarrERION'S 
Praiſe, 


How ſweet is their Song, yet how varied the Strain, 


At his Birth they rejoice, of his Death they com- 
plain, 


Ah! when cry the e again ſhall we hear 
A Reed like our Poet's, ſo ſoft and fo clear? 


The Lark and the Linnet his Fame ſhall rehearſe _ 
Far more ſweet than the Muſe can repeat it in Verſe, 
While Echo, ſweet Echo the Sound ſhall return, 


And expire in ſoft Murmurs o'er CuATTERTON's 
Urn. | 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 


But lo! behold where Alle comes 
In Armour glitt'ring from afar, 
Sec how he waves his nodding Plumes, 


Hys Speere a Sonne · beame — Sbeelde a Starre!” 


dee 


Ea 


See next where gallant Bawdin bends 
His firm. undaunted Steps along, 
The charitable Prigt attends. 
nd patriot Sodduyn joins the Throng. 


A 


SEE how they bow before his Shrine, 
With mourntul Trophies deck his Buſt, 
Around his Brows their Garlands twine 

And moiſten with their Tears his Duſt. 


f. # 


AMELPOMENE her C:arterToN ſhall place 
Among the foremoſt in the Rank of Fame, 
Sportive 7 Halia ſhall his Mem'ry grace 
And Satire pay, juſt Homage to his Name: 
For each confels'd his wonder-working Skill 
To pleaſe, to ſooth, and rouſe the Paſſions at his 


Nerd Will! | | ; 
Ds now bend before his Shrine 


Thy hoary Beard dropping with mournful Dew, 

Oft has he labour 'd in thy learned Mine 

And brought thy Treaſures forth to preſent View: 
And Liberty ! great Albion's Goddels, bright 
Her ChaTTERTON's funereal Pile ſha} light! 


Here let us pauſe—and leave ſome greater Bard 
The Theme thus lightly toych'd-on:to; renew, 

Oh! never more may Worth find Fate ſo hard, 
Or modeſt Merit meet ſo late its due! 


Swell the loud Strain, to Rapture raiſe.cach Voice, 
Let drooping Genius and her Sons rejoice, ' . 
An 


(1854) 


And thou our Avon“ proudly roll along 

And to thy hallow'd Nameſake bear the Song, 
Tell the vain River, that thy Stream hath loſt 
Almoſt as ſweet a Swan as her's could boaſt, 


FINAL CHORUS. 


Swell the loud Strain, to Rapture raiſe each Voice 
Let drooping Genius and her Sons rejoice, 
And thou our Avon proudly roll along 

And to thy hallow'd Nameſake bear the Song, 
Tell the vain River, that thy Stream hath loſt 
Almoſt as ſweet a Swan as her's could boaſt, 


* The Stratford and Briſtol Rivers of that Name altho* 
they riſe in different Counties, both ſall into the Severn, 
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